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SONGS   OF  NATURE 


THE   BROOK 

Murm'RING,  gurgling  onward, 

Musical  thy  flow, 
Blending  with  the  leafage, 

Whispers  soft  and  low  ; 
Blending  with  the  sweet  song 

That  the  linnet  sings, 
While  the  mellow  whistle 

Of  the  blackbird  rings. 

On  thy  banks  the  purple 

Violet  bends  low ; 
Cuckoo-flowers ;  and  blossoms 

Star-like,  white  as  snow  ; 
Graceful  ferns  ;   the  primrose 

Pale,  with  cool  leaves  green  ; 
Bluebells,  thickly  clustered, 

Like  a  mist  are  seen. 

Seldom  human  footsteps 

Pass  along  thy  brink. 
But  the  wild  birds  linger 

Oft  to  dip  and  drink  ; 
II 
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Many  a  shy,  sweet  builder 
Hides  his  tiny  nest, 

Where,  across,  the  branches 
Reaching  meet  and  rest. 

Higher  up,  deep  hidden 

By  the  bramble's  shade, 
Singest  thou  ;  here  wider 

Have  thy  waters  strayed. 
Here  the  cattle,  weary 

Of  the  glare  and  heat. 
Slow  and  solemn,  gather 

In  thy  cool  retreat. 


THE   SKYLARK 

A  BROWN  and  homely  bird  thou  art. 

Content  to  make  thy  nest 
Upon  the  bare,  brown  earth,  so  low 

Thy  chosen  place  of  rest. 

The  swallow  buildeth  'neath  the  eaves ; 

Some  birds  the  tree-tops  love ; 
Some  build  among  the  ivy-leaves  ; 

Thy  dwelling-place  above. 

Yet  not  one  bird  doth  soar  so  high, 
And  sing  with  upward  flight, 

Till  in  the  distant  blue  thou  art 
Entirely  lost  to  sight. 

Thou  hast  a  lesson  for  my  heart, 

Of  true  humility, 
Who  soarest  high,  yet  hidest  where 

Thou  couldst  not  lower  be. 

With  thee,  O  happy  bird,  I  would — 

I  fain  would  upward  fly  ; 
Leaving  awhile  this  sin-stained  earth. 

To  be  to  God  more  nigh ! 
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With  thee  ascending,  I  would  join 
Thy  praises  to  our  King ; 

But  He  hath  given  us  each  a  heart, 
And  but  to  thee  a  wing. 

Yet  I  sli'all  gain  a  wing,  I  trust, 
One  day,  and  upward  soar 

To  His  sweet  Paradise,  and  drop 
To  earth  again  no  more. 


THE  WOUNDED   SINGER 

With  broken  wing,  O  little  bird, 
Thou  singest,  and  my  heart  is  stirr'd 
Whene'er  thy  tender  strain  is  heard! 

Thou  canst  not  soar  at  break  of  day : 
Tho'  sweet  with  flowers  and  new-mown  hay, 
The  woods  and  fields  are  far  away. 

Yet  in  thine  heart  I  think  there  dwell 
Blithe  memories  of  thy  woodland  dell, 
Which  thou  dost  strive  in  song  to  tell. 

And,  tho'  mysterious  His  ways, 
Thou  sweetly  singest  humble  praise 
To  God,  like  chastened  saint  that  prays. 

Through  all  my  life  remembered  be 
Thy  touching,  tender  melody  ; 
That,  wounded,  I  may  sing  like  thee. 
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CREATION<S   CRY 

In  the  fair  woods  I  wandered  one  spring  morning, 
Where  dusky  violets  hide  anear  the  ground ; 

Within  its  depths  I  reached  a  spot  where  lihes, 
Drooping  and  stainless  lilies,  may  be  found. 

Through  budding  leaves  the  warm  and  golden  sun- 
light 

Cast  changeful  patterns  thwart  the  purple  shade : 
Beneath  an  apple  wild,  quite  covered  over 

With  honey-bees  and  blossoms  pink,  I  stayed. 

My  heart  o'erflowed  with  joy  that  sunny  morning, 
And  gladness  greeted  me  from  all  around. 

Until  I  saw,  when  bending  for  a  flower, 

A  s;nall,  dead  bird  there  lying  on  the  ground. 

Gone  was  my  happiness :   I  wandered  homeward. 
And  the  breeze  rose  with  wailing  sound  and  sigh — 

Clouds  came  o'er  heaven,  and  in  my  heart  awakened 
A  passionate  and  very  bitter  cry. 
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CREATION'S  CRY  17 

Deep  are  the  mysteries,  O  Lord,  around  us ! 

Give  us  then  patience  with  Thyself  to  wait, 
Knowing  that  Thou  dost  care  for  every  sparrow, 

And  art  the  Home  of  hearts  made  desolate. 

Come,  King  of  Love,  restore  Thine  own  creation ; 

Make  Thou  the  desert  blossom  as  the  rose ; 
Uplift  the  curse,  and  bring  the  weary  ages 

Of  Thy  creation's  anguish  to  their  close ! 


SONGS  OF  GRACE 
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AT   MERCY'S    GATE 

I  SAW  one  at  the  gate  of  Heaven, 

One  righteous  overmuch, 
Who  any  common,  sinful  soul 

Would  scarcely  deign  to  touch: 
But  at  the  gate  I  heard  Christ  say, 

"  No  room  is  here  for  such." 

I  saw  a  little  infant  come. 

With  tiny,  tiny  feet — 
The  Saviour  opened  instantly. 

And  angels  came  to  greet ; 
Said  Christ,  "  I  died  to  gain  for  such 

Joy  in  My  Kingdom  sweet." 

And  then  one  came — a  lowly  soul — 

Came  smiting  on  his  breast, 
He  groaned  aloud,  yet,  through  Christ's  Name, 

He  hoped  to  find  a  rest : 
A  sinner  till  his  latest  hour, 

A  sinner  great  confest. 
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With  shining  Eyes,  and  outstretched  Hands, 

The  Saviour  drew  him  in : 
"  I  shed  My  blood  to  wash  thy  heart. 

And  cleanse  thy  soul  from  sin. 
And  on  the  earth  rejected  lived 

Thy  welcome-home  to  win." 

With  overflowing  heart  I  cried — 

"  How  lovely  is  our  King, 
Who  evermore  doth  those  receive 

Needy  and  sorrowing, 
And  turneth  from  the  righteous  ones 

That  need  no  pardoning !  " 


THE   GIVER 

In  early  days  I  thought  to  bring  to  Thee 

A  sweet,  bright  rose, 
Not  thinking  that  my  flower  would  faded  be, 

Ere  evening's  close. 

I  have  no  flower ;  yet  will  I  give  to  Him 

My  heart  and  life. 
Said  I,  but  these  how  stained  were  and  dim 

With  sin  and  strife  ! 

I  cannot  bring  Thee  ought ;  my  best  appears 

Sin-soiled,  unmeet: 
Where  I  would  fain  have  placed  my  gifts,  but  tears 

Fall  at  Thy  feet. 

Lord,  wilt  not  Thou,  since  I  have  nought  to  bring. 

The  Giver  be  ? 
So  unto  Thee  alone  my  heart  shall  sing 

Eternally. 
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THORNS 

Since  Eden,  everywhere  we  tread 
On  earth,  is  found  a  thorn — 

Such  cruel  thorns,  that  everywhere 
Are  bleeding  feet  and  torn. 

To  God's  white  Dove  within  our  hearts 

A  nest  of  thorns  is  given. 
For  every  sin  must  wound  indeed 

The  purity  of  Heaven. 

Distressed  by  many  bitter  thorns, 

The  gracious,  gentle  heart 
Is,  for  its  deeds  of  kindliness, 

Too  often  made  to  smart. 

When  Jesus,  Flower  of  Paradise, 

Came  down  in  tenderness. 
We  plaited  thorns  about  His  brow. 

Who  only  came  to  bless. 

He  took  our  gift,  our  thorny  crown ; 

In  love  our  curse  He  bore. 
That  in  the  end  we  might  regain 

Lost  Eden,  and  much  more. 
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CHRIST'S   LILY 

Christ  hath  a  Hly  pure,  and  dight 
In  robes  than  driven  snow  more  white, 
Which  He  had  bought  by  love  and  might. 

She  bendeth  low  and  meek — too  shy 
To  seek  vain  man's  approving  eye : 
Christ  only  she  would  glorify. 

You  find  her  in  the  wilderness. 

Where  thorns  and  brambles  round  her  press, 

Yet  cannot  mar  her  gentleness. 

Where  storms  and  rain  her  chalice  bend, 
Then  bruised  her  meek  soul  doth  lend 
Its  sweetest  breathings  to  ascend. 

Her  fragrance  for  her  Lord  alone 

Is  spent :    the  world  ha'ch  never  known 

That  valley  low  where  she  hath  grown. 
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SONGS  OF  THE  BLESSED  SON   OF  GOD 


THE  LOWLINESS   OF  JESUS 

Jesus,  King  of  Angels, 

Lord  of  Paradise, 
Left  for  us  the  shining 

Glory  of  the  skies. 

Not  in  regal  splendour, 
Not  in  pomp  and  show, 

Jesus  came — a  manger 
Was  His  cradle  low. 

Like  a  lily  planted 
Where  the  briers  be, 

Jesus  bent  to  serve  us 
Sweetly,  tenderly. 

Many  thorns  we  twisted 
Round  His  gentle  head  ; 

Yet  for  our  unkindness. 
Love  He  gave  instead. 

Deep  in  unknown  sorrow, 
Hidden  from  the  face 

Of  the  Righteous  Father, 
Jesus  took  our  place. 

Gentle,  lowly  Jesus ! 

Lowly  may  we  be  ; 
Evermore  rememb'ring 

Thy  humility. 
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THE    LOVELINESS   OF    JESUS 

In  Him  the  Father  doth  delight, 
And  in  His  worship  angel-hosts  unite  ; 
The  seraphim  their  "  Holy's  "  sing, 
Veiling  their  face  with  spotless  wing. 

He  is  the  Lily  white  and  fair. 
The  glorious  crimson  Rose  beyond  compare ; 
The  fruitful  Vine,  and  blessed  Tree 
Of  Life  and  Immortality. 

The  Pearl  He  is  is  of  untold  price 
That  only  can  the  longing  heart  suffice  ; 
He  is  our  Temple  and  our  Hold, 
Our  Way  of  Life,  our  Home  and  Fold : 

Our  Rock  of  Rest  and  Shade  ;  our  bright 
Morning  without  a  cloud  ;  our  healing  Light ; 
Our  Manna  and  our  Wine  ;  our  Friend  ; 
Our  Shepherd,  Guide,  and  bhssful  End. 

Whate'er  in  Heaven  or  earth  is  sweet 
Or  beautiful,  in  Jesus  Christ  doth  meet ; 
Nor  men  nor  angels  can  express 
The  glory  of  His  loveliness ! 
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GETHSEMANE 

0  Jesu,  'neath  the  olive  trees 

1  see  Thee  stretched  in  soul-distress : 
Thy  friends  lie  sleeping  at  their  ease, 
Whilst  Thou,  beneath  the  awful  press 
And  weight  of  sin,  to  God  dost  pray, 
"  O  Father,  take  this  cup  away!  " 

Now  Thou  dost  rise  to  wake  from  sleep 
Thy  loved  ones,  yet  they  sleep  again, 
And  leave  Thee  lonely  in  Thy  deep 
And  unknown  sorrows :   on  Thy  pain 
The  pale  moon  gazeth  cold  and  chill, 
And  even  Peter  sleepeth  still. 

Thy  robes  are  stained  and  dyed  in  red, 
As  theirs  are,  who  the  winepress  tread ; 
And  on  the  whiteness  of  Thy  brow 
Are  crimson  drops:    so  bruised  art  Thou — 
Thou,  Who  the  hosts  of  Heaven  hast  made, 
That  Thou  dost  need  an  angel's  aid. 
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O  Holy  Jesu,  filled  with  woe  ; 

O  pure,  white  Lily,  drenched  in  Blood ; 

O  bruised  Cluster  ;  Sheaf  laid  low ;  i 

O  lofty  Rock  that  firmly  stood 

Throughout  the  ages,  till  awoke 

The  light'ning  of  God's  judgment-stroke ! 

Lord,  is  my  sin  the  awful  weight 

That  wrings  Thy  heart  with  dolorous  pain  ? 

My  sin,  in  this  Thy  Passion  great. 

The  fountain  of  that  purple  rain  ? 

Then  sure  my  heart  should  broken  be 

To  watch  Thee  in  Gethsemane ! 
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THE  JOY  OF  THE  SHEPHERD  OF  LOVE 

Lord,  wert  not  Thou  content 
With  Heaven's  love  and  Heaven's  perfect  bhss, 

That  Thou  shouldst  stoop  to  crave 
Homage  of  human  hearts,  and  shouldst  desire. 

The  poor,  poor  love  we  have  ? 

Are  not  the  flowers  on  high 
Entirely  lovely,  where  no  brambles  grieve  ? 

Thy  feet,  O  Shepherd-King, 
Were  still  unwounded,  hadst  Thou  never  come 

Here,  where  the  sharp  thorns  spring. 

Where  white-winged  angels  kneel, 
Thou  wast  the  Worship  in  sweet  Paradise ; 

But  when  Thou  earnest  down, 
Mocking,  we  robed  in  purple,  and  our  King 

We  gave  a  thorn-wove  crown. 

Yet,  ready  to  be  slain. 
Thou  saidst,  "  My  heart  is  glad  to  seek  My  sheep : 

Tho'  midnight  black  and  chill 
Brood  o'er  the  mountains,  none  shall  stay  My  Feet, 

That  climb  the  cross-crowned  hill !  " 
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A  PRAYER  TO  THE  DIVINE  SPIRIT 

Spirit,  in  Thy  gentleness, 
Come  Thou  as  the  dew  to  bless 
One  that  lies  in  barrenness. 

Holy  Spirit,  as  the  hre. 

Fill  my  heart  with  pure  desire, 

Raise  my  low  affections  higher. 

Every  leaf  upon  the  trees 

Stirred  and  moved  is  by  the  breeze : 

Bend  me  whither  Thou  shalt  please. 

In  my  inward  soul-distress. 
Be  the  Comforter  to  bless, 
And  the  Dove  in  tenderness. 

Tho'  I  languish  in  decay, 
Take  this  heaviness  away, 
And  arouse  my  heart  to  pray. 

Quicken  me,  and  intercede 
In  my  soul,  opprest  by  need. 
While  on  high  my  Lord  doth  plead. 
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THE   SOUL'S  GUEST 

Most  Holy  Spirit,  gentle  Dove, 
I  pray  Thee  from  my  heart  remove 
Each  hurtful  sin,  that  it  may  prove 
Thy  home-like  nest. 

Enter,  O  Lord,  the  lowly  door 
Of  my  unworthy  heart  and  poor. 
To  sanctify  it  evermore 

By  dwelling  there. 

Thy  garden  make  my  worthless  heart ; 
Root  out  the  weeds  ;  fence  it  apart 
From  worldly  plots :    in  grace  impart 
Thy  precious  fruits. 

O  make  my  heart  Thy  temple,  Lord ; 
Drive  Thou  from  thence  with  scourge  of  cord 
All  things  that  make  not  true  accord 
With  holiness. 

Thy  temple  for  Thyself  make  fit, 
By  Thy  indwelling  hallow  it, 
That  to  Thy  glory  every  whit 
May  utter  praise. 

There  show  the  Father's  heart  to  me  ; 
The  Saviour's  grace  unceasingly  ; 
Thy  patient  love  and  charity — 
Spirit  of  Love ! 
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CONFESSION 

Lord,  unto  Thee  again 
I  come,  and  all  my  sin  and  pain  confess : 
Thy  Blood  alone  can  cleanse  away  my  stain ; 
Thy  Hands  alone  have  skill  to  heal  and  bless. 

More  sinful  now  I  am 
Than  when  at  first  Thou  didst  my  soul  receive  ; 
Against  Thy  Blood  and  Wounds,  O  stricken  Lamb, 
Now  have  I  sinned,  and  caused  Thine  heart  to  grieve. 

Grace  in  my  soul,  and  sin 
Are  matched  in  battle  ;  but  sin's  powerful  hold 
Is  strong  upon  the  grace  grown  faint  within. 
Whose  arms,  though  weak.  Thy  banner  still  unfold. 

I  am  Thy  soiled  sheep, 
Strayed  on  the  distant  mountains  foolishly: 
Lord,  Thy  sheep  needeth  Thee — Thy  child  doth 

weep, 
And  for  Thy  mercy  crieth  piteously. 
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I  am  Thy  baxren  ground, 
And  for  one  blossom  look  in  vain  for  Thee. 
My  little  plot,  my  bare  and  silent  mound, 
Hath  neither  tender  flower  nor  fruitful  tree. 

I  am  Thy  fruitless  vine, 
Yet  Thou  didst  plant  me  in  Thy  grace  to  grow : 
It  needs  Thy  skill,  O  Husbandman  Divine, 
To  raise  my  broken  tendrils,  trailing  low. 

I  could  not,  dare  not  creep 
Unto  Thy  feet  again,  but  that  Thy  grace, 
Higher  than  Heaven,  and  deeper  than  the  deep, 
Hath  in  Thine  heart  eternal  dwelling-place. 

And  also,  I  am  Thine — 
Thine  own  poor  sheep  ;  the  garden  of  Thy  care ; 
The  soul  Thou  hast  redeemed  ;  Thy  drooping  vine  ; 
The  child  who  looketh  in  Thy  love  to  share. 
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CHANGE 

Last,  night  I  lay  in  iron  bonds 

Beneath  sin's  thrall ; 
But  Christ  came  by  at  dawn  of  day, 

And  broke  them  all. 

But  yesterday  my  garden  held 

No  growing  shoot: 
Chill  winter's  winding-sheet  of  snow 

Hid  bough  and  root. 

But  at  the  dawn  I  caught  the  sound 

Of  bleeding  feet, 
And,  straightway,  where  my  Jesus  trod. 

Sprung  blossoms  sweet. 

It  was  but  now  the  brightness  shone 
From  His  bright  face 

Upon  my  soul,  so  long  eclipsed 
By  eajrth's  embrace. 

If  comforts  and  delights  so  great 

Were  ever  mine, 
Scarcely  for  Paradise  above 

My  heart  could  pine: 
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And  were  I  utterly  bereft 

And  comfortless, 
My  heart  would  wither  in  despair 

And  barrenness. 

But,  sudden,  Jesus  comes  to  cheer. 
And  then  is  gone  ; 

Night  falls  upon  our  hearts  ;  yet  Hope 
Still  leads  us  on — 

Leads  upward  to  the  Home  of  Light, 

Afar,  on  high ; 
Which  Jesu's  Presence  lighteneth 

Unceasingly. 
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THE   LIFTED   HEART 

Lift  Thou  my  heart,  that  cleaveth  to  the  dust 

Like  some  poor  flower, 

Beaten  by  storm  and  shower : 
With  love-rays  shine  again,  O  True  and  Just ! 

Uphft  me,  traihng  uselessly  and  bare : 

O  Lord,  entwine 

This  frail  and  drooping  vine 
Around  Thy  heart,  that  fruit  may  ripen  there ! 

Take  unto  Thee  Thy  dove,  for  I  would  hide 

My  stricken  heart. 

Pierced  by  the  tempter's  dart, 
In  the  rock's  cleft — Thy  spear-thrust,  broken  side. 

Quicken,  for  death  doth  claim  me  where  I  lie : 

Uphold  Thou  me. 

So  to  her  nest  in  Thee, 
Released,  my  winged  heart  shall  upwajrd  fly ! 
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THE   CUP  OF   SORROW 

My  cup  was  filled  with  strange 
Dull  waters  like  a  lake  of  bitterness, 

Upon  whose  bosom  grew 
No  wide,  white  lily,  and  no  bird  did  range 
Above  its  deadly  wastes  ;  in  mournfulness 
Only  the  sobbing,  wailing  wind 

Impetuously  blew. 

How  could  I  drink  the  cup? 
Ere  I  had  tasted  once,  my  lips  grew  pale 

In  agony  of  grief — 
Surely  my  heart  must  die  to  drink  it  up ! 
But  Christ  came  by,  Who  never  once  did  fail 
His  own  in  suffering,  and  He  threw 

Therein  for  my  relief 

A  rough-hewn  cross  to  heal 
The  doleful  depths  of  all  their  bitterness ; 

And  then  in  wondrous  grace 
His  torn  hands  held  my  cup,  that  I  might  feel 
The  grief  less  than  the  secret  blessedness 
Of  His  calm  Presence,  with  the  star-like 

Eyes,  and  gentle  face ! 
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BEFORE   COMMUNION 

How  dare  I  come  with  all  my  sinfulness ; 
With  all  my  lack  of  grace,  and  barrenness  ; 
With  all  my  love  of  self,  and  worldliness  ? 

How  should  I  sup  with  Christ,  and  He  with  me  ; 
And  gather  where  His  holy  people  be  ? 
Unholy,  I  should  come  unworthily. 

These  were  my  thoughts,  yet  Jesus  whispered, 

"  Come ! 
Come  desolate,  and  I  will  be  thy  Home  ; 
Come  unto  Me,  no  more  to  stray  and  roam. 

"  Come  heavy-laden,  I  will  be  thy  Rest ; 
Come  faint  and  hungry,  as  My  welcome  guest ; 
Come  in  My  pure  obedience  fitly  dressed." 

And  tenderly  He  said,  "  Remember  Me, — 
Think  on  My  dying  love  and  agony — 
Forget  not  all  I  bore  for  love  of  thee." 

How  can  I  stay  away,  invited  so  ? 

Before  His  wounded  feet  my  heart  bends  low, 

While  tears  of  penitence  and  bliss  o'erflow ! 
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COMMUNION 

Sinful,  I  am  unfit 

At  Thy  dear  feast  to  sit ; 

Yet  Thou  in  grace  dost  call 

Those  souls  that  hunger  all : 
With  sinners  and  the  needy  dost  Thou  eat, 
Giving  Thyself,  their  secret  wine  and  meat. 

To  my  heart's  faith  even  now 

Thou  on  Thy  cross  dost  bow ; 

At  Thy  torn  feet  I  weep 

My  sinfulness,  and  deep 
In  Thy  rent,'  broken  heart  my  soul  would  hide. 
There  to  find  life  and  rest,  and  there  abide. 

Jesu,  "  bread  of  the  heart,"  * 
Staff  of  my  life  Thou  art : 
Manna  and  food  from  Heaven, 
Feast  of  souls,  sent  and  given : 

Sown  in  Thy  death,   Thou   art   that   Corn  of 
Wheat, 

Yielding  to  myriad  souls  a  harvest  sweet. 

*  St.  Augustine. 
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Into  a  heart  made  sore 

Thou  dost  delight  to  pour 

Healing-  and  quickening  wine 

Of  the  true,  living  Vine : 
How  wast  Thou  wrung  in  depths  of  utter  woe 
That  to  revive  the  perishing  this  wine  might 
flow ! 

When,  O  sweet  Saviour,  Thee 
Through  these  dim  veils  I  see. 
No  longer  would  I  stay 
Here,  where  I  fall  and  stray : 
Tho'  blest  indeed,  this  glimpse  hath  no  compare 
With  that  bright  Vision,  which  the  souls  in  rest 
now  share ! 


INGRATITUDE 

I  GAVE  my  blossoms  all  away, 

My  lovely,  lovely  flowers. 
That  I  had  reared  through  many  a  day. 

And  watched  for  joyous  hours ; 
But  though  my  little  bunch  they  took, 
They  scarcely  gave  my  flowers  a  look. 

I  sang  my  tender,  tender  song, 

The  song  I  loved  the  best. 
In  secret  loved  and  pondered  long, 

And  hid  within  my  breast : 
They  listened  not,  nor  cared  to  hear 
The  melody  to  me  so  dear. 

I  do  not  wish  my  flowers  again. 

And  I  can  sing  no  more, 
But  oh !  my  heart  is  full  of  pain — 

I  hear  the  wild  winds  roar, 
I  hear  the  moaning  of  the  blast — 
Night  falleth  round  me  thick  and  fast ! 
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THE   GREATER  BLESSEDNESS 

How  sweet  it  is  when  others  strew 
About  our  path  their  fairest  flowers, 

And  never  reckon  they  can  do 

Enough  to  bring  us  joyous  hours: 

Yet  Jesus  saith,  Who  knoweth  best, 

The  ones  who  give  are  still  more  blest. 

Delight  it  is  to  be  beloved 

Through  shine  of  sun,  or  storms  that  fall ; 
Reposing  in  affection  proved, 

And  held  the  treasured  one  of  all : 
Yet  Jesus  saith,  Who  knov/eth  best, 
Those  who  give  love  are  still  more  blest. 
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FAINTHEARTED 

Into  temptation  lead  me  not, 

For  I  am  weak  ; 
No  difficult  or  painful  lot 

I  dare  to  seek. 

I  ask  Thee  not  Thy  feeble  one, 

To  test  and  try: 
I've  failed  so  often — there  is  none 

So  weak  as  I. 

Enough,  if  Thou  but  give  to  me 

From  day  to  day 
Sufficient  grace  to  lean  on  Thee, 

Nor  ever  stray. 

Or  rather,  Shepherd  strong  and  mild, 

(For  dangers  press) 
Lift  in  Thine  arms  Thy  lamb,  Thy  child 

In  tenderness. 

The  birds  hie  to  their  downy  nest, 

But  I  would  hide 
In  Thee — my  home,  my  fold,  my  rest — 

And  there  abide. 
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IN   THE   SHADE 

How  oft  the  sweet  bird  sings  in  shade 

His  sweetest,  tend'rest  hymn : 
His  voice,  in  but  half-hghted  woods. 

Like  a  cathedral  dim, 
We  hear  afar :  how  exquisite  his  lay 
In  twilight  of  the  dawn,  or  slowly  fading  day! 

The  lily  seems  more  pure  and  fair 

And  fragrant,  where  doth  sleep 
Dim  shadow,  and  damp  mosses  grow, 

And  dew  doth  silent  weep : 
In  forest-depths  where  footsteps  seldom  pass, 
Near  tall,  rank  weeds,  'mong  gnarled  roots  and 
grass. 

So  some  there  are,  Christ's  hidden  ones. 

Who,  in  the  twilight  dim. 
Exiled  from  worldly  glory  live, 

Although  they  have  from  Him 
A  secret  light,  by  which  they  thrive  and  grow. 
These  fragrant  valley-lilies,  shy  and  white  and 
low. 
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MY    JOYS 

Has  the  fragile  lily 
Faded  on  its  stem? 

Have  the  roses  fallen 
Ere  we  gathered  them  ? 
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Have  the  rainbow  splendours 

Grown  already  pale ; 
And  the  frost's  chill  fingers  |j 

Touched  the  hill  and  dale? 

Crowd  the  bees  no  longer 

In  the  scented  lime? 
Has  the  swift-winged  swallow 

Found  a  gentler  clime  ? 

Crowned  with  wealth  of  blossom 

Summers  wane  and  go. 
Cover  all  the  barren 

Land,  O  kindly  snow ! 

Silence  falls,  where  music 

Murmured  in  the  trees. 
Swallow,  choose  thine  azure 

Skies  beyond  the  seas ! 

Yet  I  have  a  garden 

Hidden  from  all  view ; 
And  a  bow  of  beauty, 

And  a  summer  too! 
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SONGS  OF  TWILIGHT  AND  THE   DAWN 


TWILIGHT 

Often  have  I  praised  the  morning, 
And  the  flush  of  Eastern  skies ; 

Daisies  open  fresh  at  dawning, 
And  the  vanquished  darkness  flies. 

Day  grows  shining  bright  at  noontide, 
Too,  too  bright  with  heat  and  glow ; 

Gladly  do  I  seek  the  cool  side 
Of  the  ways  that  I  must  go. 

In  the  twilight  quiet  shadows 
Fall,  and  soft,  refreshing  dews 

Gather  in  the  fragrant  meadows — 
Purple  grow  the  distant  views. 

Ah,  this  restful  hour  of  twilight 
Is  the  hour  I  love  the  best! 

Thoughts  it  bringeth,  and  a  far  sight 
Of  the  land  of  perfect  rest. 

And  I  think  God  loves  the  twilight : 

Did  He  not  to  Eden  go 
In  the  dying,  not  the  high  light, 

When  the  sun  was  sinking  low? 

Near  the  holy  life  immortal 
Seemeth  unto  evening  shades : 

Reach  we  at  death's  darksome  portal 
Life,  and  Light  that  never  fades ! 
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REST 

At  eventide  to  fall  asleep, 
Toil  changed  at  last  for  rest ; 

To  hide  me,  in  the  shadow  deep. 
In  slumber  deep  and  blest ; 

And  never  more  to  wail  and  weep 
For  sinfulness  confest. 

O'erpast  my  uphill  journeying, 
Home  gained  for  evermore ; 

Secure  in  blessedness  to  sing 
Upon  the  eternal  shore; 

No  longer  tossing,  voyaging. 
But  every  peril  o'er. 
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VOICE   OF   THE   DYING 

Lord,  wilt  Thou  me  receive,  tho'  poor  and  weak? 

I  come  so  tremblingly, 
For  I  have  ever  been  a  foolish  sheep. 

Oft  straying  wilfully. 

I  have  no  claim  upon  Thee,  but  Thine  own 

Patience  of  tenderness : 
Thou  mightest  me  reject,  but  rather.  Lord, 

Receive  and  bless. 

I  am  ashamed  my  garden  hath  but  one 

Poor,  drooping  flower — 
Wilt  Thou  receive  it.  Lord,  tho'  drenched  and  bent 

By  wind  and  shower  ? 

I  have  not  done  my  work :  I  have  not  borne 

My  burden  well : 
Thou  didst  me  call,  yet  from  my  hands  my  task 

Unfinished  fell. 

The  way  is  rough  and  steep,  and  very  far 

That  I  have  come  to  see 
My  heart's  desire — the  glorious  Morning  Star, 

Whose  shining  beckoned  me. 

Forgive,  forgive  my  sins,  and  let  me  find 

Thee  patient,  patient  yet : 
Receive  me  as  the  child  forlorn  whom  God, 

The  Father,  ran  and  met! 

59 


DEATH 

The  grave  is  but  a  couch, 

And  death  is  sleep. 
Sure  it  is  well  to  have 

A  bed  wherein  to  creep, 
When  at  the  close  of  day 
The  footsore  pilgrims  end  their  toilsome  way. 

And  where  our  Lord  hath  lain 

For  us  is  rest. 
Since  then  that  Rock  became 

Our  pillow  soft  and  blest ;  M 

For  Christ  from  death  did  free 
Our  souls,  and  robbed  the  grave  of  victory. 

Death  is  not  death  but  sleep, 

And  those  who  sleep 
Shall  wake  in  joy  and  bliss. 

No  more  to  toil  and  weep, 
Shall  wake  to  sing  His  praise, 
With  Whom  they  reign  in  life  through  endless  days. 
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HERE   AND   THERE 

Here  is  the  fading  leaf — 
The  leaf  that  slowly  fades  and  falls  and  dies 
Beneath  our  changeful  skies. 

But  in  God's  Paradise 
Are  leaves  from  Life's  own  Tree  to  heal  each  grief, 
And  give  us  true  relief. 

Here  is  the  dying  day — 
The  day  that  ever  hastens  to  the  west, 
And  sinks  in  death  to  rest. 

But  that  Immortal  Dawn 
Doth  know  no  lengthening  shades,  no  fading  light, 
No  slowly  creeping  night. 

Here  flowers  but  bloom  to  fade, 
But  there  is  no  decay ;  each  month  the  fruits 
Are  yielded  fresh,  and  new  the  springing  shoots. 

There  is  the  land  of  Spring — 
Of  Spring  undying ;  there  life's  river  flows. 
And  flowing  bringeth  bhss  where'er  it  goes. 
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62  PILGRIM  SONGS 

But  here  doth  come  the  fall, 
The  fall  of  the  year,  and  Autumn  with  its  sere 
And  yellow  leaves,  which  tell  of  Winter  near. 

There  is  the  angel-song, 
Far,  far  surpassing  thought  of  heart  and  word, 
Which  none  on  earth  have  heard. 

And  there  doth  bloom  the  rose. 
The  fadeless  rose  of  love  that  hath  not  change. 
Nor  thorns  that  hearts  estrange. 

And,  better  far  than  all, 
Is  His  dear  Presence,  even  here  our  Star, 
Where  clouds  and  shadows  are. 

Our  Light  He  is,  our  sweet, 
Red  rose  of  Sharon,  and  our  Lily  white, 

For  evermore  our  heart's  supreme  delight. 
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SEEKING 

A  glorious  City  we  are  seeking, 

Where  God  hath  stilled  His  children's  weeping, 

And  hearts  high  festival  are  keeping. 

We  pitch  our  tents  anew  each  night, 
We  shade  our  eyes,  and  strain  our  sight 
To  view  from  far  the  Land  of  Light. 

But  still  the  long  years  pass  and  go, 
And  time  doth  seem  a  river  slow 
Whose  lingering  waters  scarcely  flow. 

O  river  haste,  till  Christ  shall  bring 
His  saints,  and  cause  our  hearts  to  sing. 
Which  have  so  long  been  sorrowing! 
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FALLEN    ASLEEP 

She  rests  in  peaceful  sleep 

Dreamless  and  deep : 

Why  should  we  wail  and  weep? 

Her  tear-drops  fall  no  more — 

Life's  storms  are  o'er — 

Her  bark  hath  gained  the  shore. 

We  are  grown  old  and  worn — 
She  is  new-born ; 
Child-hearted,  fresh  as  morn. 

She  walks  mid  Eden-bowers, 
And  fadeless  flowers. 
Whose  beauty  paleth  ours. 

Unseen  the  angels  here 

On  this  dull  sphere, 

But  our  Beloved  doth  hear 

Celestial  melodies — 
The  symphonies 
Of  the  choirs  of  Paradise. 
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FALLEN  ASLEEP  65 

Her  day  doth  never  wane, 

Nor  fall  again 

The  shades  of  night  and  pain. 

She  waiteth  but  for  this, 

That  where  she  is 

We  join  her  perfect  bliss. 


THE    ANGEL    OF    DEATH 

The  weary  night  has  gone, 
And  now  the  pilgrim  Hes, 
Where  he  may  catch  the  glow 
Of  the  far  Eastern  skies. 

The  dawn,  the  dawn  is  near. 
And  at  the  dawn  will  come 
The  Angel,  veiled,  to  take 
His  hand,  and  lead  him  home. 

"  I  await  the  Veiled  One 
With  just  a  little  dread, 
For  the  face  of  Death  is  stern, 
And  his  hand  is  cold,"  he  said. 

"  Tho'  I  trust  he  will  lead  me  home, 
Where  the  light  will  never  die, 
Nor  any  cloud  o'ercast 
The  radiance  of  the  sky." 


THE  ANGEL  OF  DEATH  67 

And  even  while  he  speaks, 
The  Angel  draws  more  near; 
We  cannot  see  his  face. 
And  we  sicken  in  our  fear. 

But  the  dying  eyes  grow  bright, 
For  shining  through  the  mist, 
The  pilgrim  sees  the  light 
Of  the  gentle  Face  of  Christ ! 


A    PENITENT'S    RETROSPECT 

Calm  I  sleep,  where  naught  can  wake  me 

Unto  bitterness  again ; 
Deep,  where  none  can  rouse,  and  take  me 

Back  to  all  my  toil  and  pain: 
And  I  rest  where  waters  flow 
Softly,  and  white  lilies  blow. 

Now  the  blood  of  Christ  hath  made  me — 
Me,  most  sinful — pure  and  fair ; 

'Neath  the  grassy  mound  they  laid  me, 
With  my  hands  clasped  as  in  prayer : 

Dying,  I  was  glad  at  leaving 

Earth  with  all  its  soil  and  grieving. 

No  one  here  doth  pass  me  proudly — 
Glorious  saints  but  smile  in  peace — 

Angels  chanting  grandly,  loudly. 
Do  not  at  my  footsteps  cease : 

Here  I  dwell  a  child  forgiven, 

Sheltered  in  God's  blessed  Heaven. 
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THE    MORNING    STAR 

Sometimes  at  midnight  through  the  ethereal  sky 
The  silver  moon  doth  sail  like  some  frail  bark 
Upon  the  bosom  of  calm,  azure  seas : 
Or  the  star-clusters  hang  their  beacons  silently 
Athwart  the  heavens  intensely  blue  and  dark, 
And  night  is  full  of  holy  mysteries. 

But  on  ray  night  of  grief  each  silver  star, 
And  the  fair  moon  were  hid  by  mist  and  cloud : 
I  shuddered  as  the  bitter  night-wind  swept 
Across  the  land,  and  wailed  and  moaned  afar, 
And  beat  against  the  casement  wild,  and  loud, 
The  while  my  heart  for  sorrow  mourned  and  wept. 

Till,  at  the  deepest  hour  of  my  distress, 

One  entered  in  my  heart's  most  secret  room — 

One    crowned    with    thorns,    and    wounded    by    the 

spear. 
And  in  the  East,  with  beams  that  heal  and  bless, 
The  Morning  Star  arose  upon  my  gloom. 
Until  the  Day  should  break  serene  and  clear! 
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WAITING 

The  night  is  long :  when  will  the  day  be  breaking  ? 
When  will  the  radiant  morning-light  appear? 
The  eyes  of  faith  and  hope  are  almost  failing — 
But  dawn  is  near. 

Behold  the  glow  is  spreading  o'er  the  mountains, 
The  eyelids  of  the  dawn  are  fringed  with  light, 
The  lark  up-springeth,  singing  towards  the  morning— 
Fleeth  the  night ; 

And  day  is  breaking,  breathing  all  around  me, 
My  heart  expectant  waits  the  Coming  One, 
The  silvery  morning-star  soft  shines  to  herald 
The  golden  sun! 
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